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A wolt Excellent Ballad of st. Georgefor England,and the Kings Daughter of Foypt, whom he delivere from 
death, and how he flew a mighty Dragon. Tothe Tune of, Fhing ſam:. 


What haſt thou Done my daughter dear, 
kot ro deſerve this heavy ſcourge, 

It is my fault it ſhall appear. _ 
which makes the Gods our ſtate to grudge 

Then ought I dye to tint the rife; . 

And to pzeſer ve thy happy life. 

Litze mad men all the people cry d 
the death to us can do no good, 

Our ſafery only doth abide, 

to make thy daughter Dzagons food : 


—_ 


doth will revenge it on his bow, 
fo ſhoyld dye : d bzeak Launre , 
= 37 © OT! — 1 — — ood 
let me > 
| 
and to her father thus did ſap - 


Here comes that cu [end , 
This Plague upon the Land was ſhown That ſoon will make — OY be 
| «Tis better I. ſhould dye (che ſaid) St. George then looking round abour, 
to appeaſe rhe Dꝛagons rage, then all your Subjects periip quite, the fiery Dragon ſoon eſpy d. 


aUtirgin pure and kind, Perhaps the Dzagon here was laid, And like a Rn 
whereby he might his fury (wagt: . ( 
Each day he ſhould a Maiden eat, Ind after he hath ſuckt my Se, Ind with ſuch blows he did him greet 


Fo: to allay his hunger great. eur Land ſhall feel the grief no moze. Thar he fell under his hoꝛſe fect. 
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The ſecond Part, tothe fame Tune. 


and met aGyent by the war, 
with him in tombate he did 4 
mod valiantly a ſummers dap, 

Who pet foz all his bats of Steel, 

wag tent: d the ting of death to feel. 

Tones ziſtendom that valiant Knight, 
with Wirlike Souldiers pat, 

Uowng upon that Heathen Land, 


